SALT-WATER BALLADS

TO-MORROW

OH yesterday the cutting edge drank thirstily and

deep,
The upland outlaws ringed us in and herded us as

sheep,

They drove us from the stricken field and bayed us
into keep;

But to-morrow,
By the living God, we'll try the game again!

Oh 3^esterday our little troop was ridden through

and through,
Our swaying, tattered pennons fled, a broken, beaten

few,

And all a summer afternoon they hunted us and
slew;

But to-morrow,
By the living God, we'll try the game again!